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target for the enemy. It was Lord Kitchener's restraining hand
that kept the Prince back.
One morning early in October of 1914 the Prince of Wales,
wearing the uniform of a subaltern, hurried up the vast marble
stairs of the War Office and asked if he could see the Secretary
of State for War. He found Lord Kitchener in the famous oak-
panelled room which looks out into Whitehall and towards
the arches beneath which the Life Guardsmen were mounted
upon their horses. Lord Kitchener and the Prince sat on oppo-
sides of the great table, and they called each other "sir"—the
one voice calm and strong, the other eager and young.
Kitchener had said how striking it was to see "King Edward's
most attractive traits . . . reproduced in the youthful Prince
of Wales/' The subaltern pleaded, but Kitchener would not
change his mind.
"What does it matter if I am shot? I have four brothers/'
asked the Prince of Wales.
Kitchener answered: "If I were certain that you would
be shot, I do not know if I should be right to restrain you.
What I cannot permit is the chance, which exists until we
have a settled line, of the enemy securing you as a prisoner/'
Sir George Arthur has written that Kitchener clung "tena-
ciously to the theory that death on the field of battle can never
be matter for lament, but that capture—how*ever unavoidable
—spelt triumph for the captor and some indignity for the
captured/' This was the theme of Lord Kitchener's argument
and the Prince walked out of the War Office with no more satis-
faction than the assurance that he would be allowed to go to
France only when there was a settled line.
The Prince found little sympathy for his cause: he was
alone in his disappointment and he turned to an old friend
of his grandfather's, Sir Dighton Probyn, and entreated him
to plead with Kitchener. In a room at Marlborough House,
where, as a little boy, the Prince had often played with King
Edward VII, he pleaded with his grandfather's friend. Sir
Dighton said afterwards that tears came into the Prince's eyes

